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To feel that I by nature Ant a child of sin and 

death? 
To mourn that I have gone astray e'er since I 

draw my breath ? 
To make a true confession that I merit endless 

woe? 
To fight against the world, tbe flesh and my Satan- 
ic foe? 
To trust alone in Jesus' blood so freely abed for 

me? 
To tee, by faith; that all my sins he bote upon the 

tree? 
To take him as my righteousness my title to the 

skies? 
To view Him as my only and atoning sacrifice ? 
To own the Lord of glory as my prophet, priest 

and king ? 
To talk of His salvation and delight His lore to 

sing? 
To speak of His divinity, believing be is God ? 
To yield unfeigned obedience, and tread the path 

he trod? 
To practice self-denial and to bear my daily cross ? 
To love my dear Redeemer, and count all things 

else but dross ? 
To rest in all the promises, receiving them by 

faith? 
To "search the scriptures," prayerfully to see what 

Jesus saith ? 
To bow to all His wise decrees and suffer all bis 

will? 
To bear in mercy's hour His whiBper "Peace be 

still?" 
To prove myself a faithful branch of Christ the 

living vine ? 
To grow in grace and knowledge and in His image 

shine ? 
To wash my robe in Jesus' blood and feel my Bins 

forgiven ? 
To pray for holiness of heart to make me meet for 

heaven ? 
To feed by faith with thankfulness, on Christ the 

heavenly bread ? 
To seek a closer union with Him my living head ? 
To manifest an active zeal to circulate His word ? 
To be "always abounding," in the work of Christ 

my Lord? 
To strive by every lawful means to benefit man- 
kind? 
To show in all I say and do a meek and heavenly 

mind?. 

Trials. 
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BT D. W. THOMAS. 

Life, no matter in what aspects it has been pre- 
sented before us, when we come to the reality, is 
full of pitfalls and entanglements, into which our 
un weary feet often stumble. Day after day, as 
we watch the different vicissitudes of life, we are 
reminded of tbe frailty ot human hopes and aspira- 
tions. As the leaves of the tree, once flourishing, 
once verdant, lose their vitality and finally waste 
away, so it is with our desires and anticipations. 
In youth we look forward ; the future appears calm 
and tranquil ; as we approach manhood and wo- 
manhood life changes its appearance and becomes 
tempestuous and rough, as the ocean changes be- 
fore the advancing storm. In the change of real 
lite, joy and grief are never far apart, In the same 
street the shutters of one honse are closed, while 
the curtains of the next are brushed by the passing 
dancers. A wedding party returne from church, 
and a funeral train leaves the adjacent house. 
Gladness and Highs brighten and dim the mirror 
of daily life. Tears and laughter are twin-born. 
Like two children sleeping in one cradle, when 
one wakes and stirs the other wakes also. Be not 
dismayed at the trials of life : they are sent fc 
your good, God knows what keys in the human 
Boul to touch in order to draw out its sweetest and 
most perfect harmonies, These may be the strains 
ot sadness and sorrow as well as the loftier notes 
of joy and gladness, Think not that uninterrupt- 
ed joy ta good. The sunshine lies upon the moon- 
tain all day, and lingers there latest and longest at 
eventide. Yet is the valley green and fertile, while 
the peak is barren and unfruitful. Trials come in 
a thousand different forms, and as many avenues 
are opeu to their approach. They come with tbe 
warm throbbing ot our youthful lives, keep pace 
with the measured tread of manhood's noon, and 
depart not from the descending footsteps of de- 
creptitude and age. We may not hope to be en- 
tirely free from disciplinary trials or the fiery darts 
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Men may be so old that ambition has mi 
charm, pleasures may pale on the scenes, .but they 
are never too old to experience trials. Life all 
Bunshtne without shade, all happiness without sor- 
row, all pleasure without pain, were not life at all 
— at least not human life. Take the lite of the 
happiest. It is a tangled yarn. It is made up of 
joys and sorrows. Even death itself makes life 
more loving. The severer trials and hazardous 
enterprises ot life call into exercise tbe latent facul- 
ties of tbe soul of man. They are tor tbe purpose 
of putting his manhood to the test, and rouse in 
him strength, hardihood, and valor. They may be 
bard to take, though they strengthen tbe soul. 

Tonics are always bitter. Heaven, in its mercy, 
has placed the fountain of wisdom in tbe hidden 
and concealed depths of the soul, that the children 
of misfortune might seek and find in its healthful 
waters the antidote and cordial of their cares and 
calamities. Knowledge and sorrow are blended 
together, and as closely and inseparably so as ig- 
norance and tolly, and for reasons equally as salu- 
tary and just. Such is the established course of 
nature ; such is her best and wisest law. When 
she leads us from what is frivolous and vain in tbe 
land of darkness, and brings us to tbe impressive 
and true in the land of light, the first act she per- 
forms is to remove the scales from our eyes that 
we may see and weep. We muat first learn to 
mourn and teel before we can know and think. 
And the deeper we shall go into the depths below, 
the higher shall we ascend into tbe higher above. 
Never meet trouble half-way, but let him have the 
whole walk for his pains. Perhaps be will give up 
his visit even in sight of your honse, If misfor- 
tune comes be patient, and be will soon stalk ont 
again, for he cannot bear cheerful company. Do 
not think you are fated to be miserable, because 
you are disappointed in your expectations and 
baffled in your pursuit*. Do not declare that God 
baa forsaken you when your way is hedged about 
with thorns, when trials and troubles meet you on 
every side. No man's life is free from struggles 
and mortifications, not even tbe happiest ; but ev- 
ery one may build up his own happiness by seek- 
ing mental pleasures, and thus making himself in- 
dependent of outward fortune. The greatest mis- 
fortune for all is not to be able to bear misfortune. 

To mourn without measnre is folly ; not to mourn 
at all ib insensibility. God says to the fruit tree 
bloom and bear, and to tbe hnman heart bear and 
bloom. The soul's great blooming is the flower of 
suffering. As the sun converts clouds into a 
glorious drapery, firing them with gorgeous hues, 
draping the whole horizon with its glorious cos- 
tume, and writing victory along their front, bo 
sometimes a radiant heart lets forth its hopes upon 
itB Borrows, and all blackness flies, and troubles 
that trooped to appall seem to crowd around as a 
triumphant procession following the steps of a 
victor. 
Homeworth Ohio. 


tor between God and the? sinner, he tiros his 
wbund&d, thorn-crowned bead toward his peti- 
tioner, and speaks tbe royal word, " Verily I say 
unto thee ;" and now his cross becoming a judge- * 
ment throne, tbe nails turn to keys within His 
pierced hands, and the one key unlocks his power 
of redemption, '*Be of good cheer, my Son, tby 
sins are forgiven thee !" tbe other is tbe key to 
heaven, 'Today thou ahalt be with me in Paradise." 

Oh, dear reader, are you mourning for your 
dead ? Are you seeking those who have passed 
away? Where is the Lord going? and the 
thief with Him, immediately after the last sigh, 
the last conflict ? "Today thou ahalt be with me 
in Paradise.'' How we long for a more penetrat- 
ing view beyond tbe grave. What dialogues un- «» 
beard to those standing by. A sigh from tbe 
depth, "Lord, remember me." Tbe answer from 
on high, "Verily I say unto thee," Remember be- 
side tbe thief who received pardon in His death. 
Another was banging there who remained, eyen 
in death, what he bad been. Now which ot us 
can control our hour of death ? What if the be- 
ginning and end of your death were to clap togeth- 
er like a stroke and leave no time to cry, "Help 
Lord ;" and you were to awaken beyond in the 
frightful vaults, to hear the words "too late, too 
late." 

Clara Flora. 

Dallas Center Iowa. * 


The Secret sf a Blessed Death. 

Before us towers, the cross on Golgotha., A 
dying couch at this hour. And while the Atonci 
ot the world is revealing the secret of dying, bless- 
ed by means of his death, another son! is also pass- 
ing ont over this way. A way pointed out to all 
of ua by the Master himself. Who is that soul on 
Golgotha, that with the whole multitude mocking, 
prays while the believers even are silent ? A Peter 
denying, disciples fleeing, he is making a bold pro- 
fession of faith ; tbe first dying one to acknowledge 
the power ot the cross ; tbe first dying one to at- 
tain victory through the cross. ''Lord remember 
me when thou comest into thy kingdom." Do you 
not recognize a double plea in His petition? 

First, we have here the yeaniing. "Lord blot 
out my transgressions," for had He not just rebuk- 
ed His companion for reviling. "Dost not thou 
fear God?'' he not only recognizes bis guilt; but 
he makes an open public confession of it before 
tbe multitude, and the supreme One crucified by 
his side. Behold tbe gate by which alone we can 
enter tbe way of a blessed death 1 It is a "straight 
gate," and is called repentance. 

2. The thief's Consolation. As the only media- 


Infante tn BeUgton. 

Not long ago we bad the pleasure of listening to 
an interesting discourse, delivered by an eloquent 
speaker, a brother by the way, who may recognize 
his text which was taken from Heb. 6 : 1 ; in which 
he portrayed to ub bo clearly bow some people 
who join church merely accept the first principles 
of religion, and deem it unnecessary to make any 
further advancement in the cause ; that now they 
have done all that is required of them to be a 
Christian, consequently they remain spiritually 
as "infants in tbe church." They do not seem to 
realize that by accepting those principles tbey , 
have only began a good life, and that secret- . 
prayers, alms-giving, public worship, and s heart 
full of love, are the essentials that make a foil 
grown Christian man and woman. Truly I 
thought how often do we act like children in our 
peevisbnese and selfishness, or in watching each 
other so closely as to even note how often the min- 
ister will favor some other families with his visits. 
All are aware that it is the minister's duty to visit 
all the members of his congregation when possible, 
for every member rich and poor deserve that rec- 
ognition and encouragement from him. 

Bnt aside from this, should he prefer visiting t 
some families more than others, why should we 
object ? Wt must not forget that he is human 
and has his preferences as well "as we. Some of us 
have not had our minister visit ub scarcely once in 
a year. Neither distance nor lack of invitations 
kept him away, yet bis excuses were plausible 
We believed him and highly esteem him and enjoy 
his sermons bo much we can scarcely endure the 
idea of missing one. We did not for a moment 
suppose any one was monopolizing too much of 
his time or keeping him away from us. 

Dear brothers and sisters it we persist in culti- 
vating ti>e acquaintance of this green-eyed monster 
(jealousy) we shall not only make ourselves miser- *> 
able, but how very insignificant we shall appear 
to others. Oh ! may God help os to fight against 
this bitter enemy of peace and happiness, until we 
have conquered him and trampled him in the dost. 
This will lead os to progression, the beautiful re- 
ligion we profess. God's wonderful Book of Life, 
teaches us loye, wisdom and beauty, and that the 
greatest of graces is charity. Should we not be 
more careful then not to judge each other so hast- 
ily ? But remember that we might have done just 
the same had we been similarly circumstanced. 
Then the little time we stay here, let us work to- 
gether as Christian men and women in the blessed 
Master's vineyard, with an aim to make others * 
happy, and our motto be "Onward to perfection." 

Anoeb. 


There are two kinds of Christians in the world 
— those who grow, and those wh do not grow. 
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